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Serbs, or any other Levantine Christians, and I know
what the answer will be !

" The kindness of Turks for animals might be an ex-
ample to us all. With what cheerfulness the dogs of Con-
stantinople were nourished for centuries ! How often some
Turk would come down into the street to cover their
puppies with a rug when it rained ! And the day when
the Municipal Council, composed chiefly of Armenians
decreed their destruction in the atrocious way the world
knows,1 there were battles in every quarter of the city,
indeed almost a revolution to defend the dogs. As to cats,
they never get out of the way of the inhabitants, knowing
that passers by will leave them in peace. And at Broussa,
in one of the adorable corners of that old Moslem city,
there is a hospital for old or wounded storks who have not
been able to escape the winter. Some of them are swathed
in bandages, others have their legs in splints. When I
visited the place, there was a senile owl there, who lived
on charity, like the storks. . ."

Pierre Loti was my literary hero, but he and his sick
owl belonged to another age : the new era was being
ushered in by the booming of the rival artilleries of Krupp
and Creusot.

1 There was a saying in Constantinople that when the Turk should
rid himself of the race of dogs that had followed his noniad ancestors from
the steppes of Central Asia, the city would cease to be Turkish. At the
beginning of the nineteenth century, under Mahmouci the Reformer, an
attempt was made to abolish them. They were taken to an island, but
promptly swam back. Nearly a hundred years later, a merchant offered to
put them all in a lethal chamber, intending to turn their skins into gloves,
but even Abdul the Damned rejected this proposal. Under the Young
Turk regime, however, it was felt that something should be done to crea-
tures who merely lay in the sun, contemptuous of Progress, so they were
collected in rubbish carts, with closed iron lids, and taken to the island of
Oxyea, eight miles from. Constantinople, where there was no water. Daily
the lighter brought new dogs and those already on the island killed them in
order to drink their blood. Eventually all died of thirst.